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It was on the slopes of the Untersberg mountain where
lived the original Bluebeard, a woodcutter. Whether he
was proficient or not at his trade, fable does not relate;
there are fifteen graves in a row in the churchyard, all
said to be attributable to his prowess with the axe. I
do not think the Salzburg C.LD. can have been in good
form in those days; they are certainly quite bright and
rather officious just now, though for efficiency in hand-
ling traffic their police should take a few lessons in
London.
The hotels are good, and not cheap during the
festival; also they are apt to shift you out for two or
three days with no warning at all. But the music atones
for any little inconveniences: all such are forgotten in
the Festspit/baw9 especially when such a giant as
Toscanini is there. I heard a performance of Beethoven's
Seventh Symphony which was terrific, and invested with
an almost demoniacal intensity that the whole air seemed
to be filled with electricity.
And two hours after the concert there blew from the
mountains a sudden raging storm of wind which shook
the town and stopped as suddenly. Superstitious ones
were sure that something had been stirred up in the ether.
I am beginning to sympathise with the generation which
says, "But I heard „.,," for one day I know that I shall
say, "But I heard Toscanini at Salzburg/*
The genius of Toscanini, who can be safely called the
greatest living musician, is at its best in rehearsals. When
a passage does not satisfy him, he sings it over to the
players, and you hear it on repetition gradually coming
to his standard of perfection, He talks to an orchestra
in English, American, German and Italian: naturally mo
and bem abound. When he gets angry he stamps his

